Perhaps this book is merely a symptom of the new pressure on East German writers to respond to market demand. It was good timing to market these memoirs before the news surfaced of Müller's "IM" association with the "Stasi" because now he will be expected to write a sequel--the single phrase on the back cover, "EINE AUTOBIOGRAPHIE," leaves room for another one.
The omission of an explanation for his cooperation with the "Stasi" has led at least to raised eyebrows, since he does talk about his victimization by them. Müller's warning of a post-Wende "Dämonisierung der Staatssicherheit" also implies that he believes it to have had some redeeming qualities. What Müller really thinks about the role of the secret police in GDR society or in his own life, we do not learn from his autobiography. Perhaps we could have, but Müller admitted later that he cut any potentially incriminating passages about the "Stasi" before the book went to press. This absence is particularly glaring since much of what Müller chooses to reveal in his memoirs has been in print before. In writing--or dictating--the next life story, Müller will hopefully be more engaged and more honest about his backstage activity. Most will agree with Edelmann, the Berlin critic who knows the author and his work as well as anyone does, that this will hopefully not be the last work from Müller.
If Müller lets us in on some of his regrets, such as when he retreated from the opportunity to lend support to the 1987 demonstrators for the "Freiheit der Andersdenkenden," or when he brushed off the seriousness of the November 4th "Alex-demo" by reading a flyer that a stranger handed him. Although Müller supported the call for independent trade unions, most of the audience found the plea halfhearted and out of place, hardly more than big joke when read by a privileged playwright. Müller defended himself against accusations of having taken the easy way out with an engaging essay published in Neues Deutschland, where he argues for "die Ausformulierung der vorhandnen Differenzen" and "Dialog mit der lange schweigenden oder Fremdsprachen redenden Mehrheit der jahrzehntelang Unterprivilegierten und im Namen des Sozialismus Entrechteten."
As part of his attempt to understand his own role in supporting a system that he knew not to be congruent with his socialist ideals, he also evaluates the participation/resistance of other main players in the art scene, remembering well those who could have supported his cause against the Party's attacksbut did not. He determines with regret that the revolutionary in an industrial society is like a dog on the autobahn. Whether the dog actually accomplishes anything before it gets wiped out, Müller argues, depends on how many dogs gather on the autobahn. In this semi-reflective autobiography, Müller seems to question now and then why there were not more dogs on the autobahn. But his final work is expressed on the cover itself: the front shows the contemplative artist holding his imported cigar, unbothered by dirty fingernails, and the back captures him blowing smoke in the face of any reader who insists on taking him too seriously.
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